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Author's Notes: 

Hey guys, l'm back! So, this is my entry for the Halloween Challenge this year, and | gotta say that l'm pretty 
pleased with my work. Sorry it's kinda late, but | really wanted to make sure it was good before putting it up. | 
hope it's not too predictable, cuz | was thinking that kind of early on, but | did throw in a couple twists, so that 
should keep everyone on the edge of their seats. ;) 


As usual, thanks for all the reads/reviews on my other stories. | don't own any of the people/bands/music 
mentioned, only the plot/story. 


Hope you enjoy :) 
Every town has its undisclosed tales. Every seemingly normal little city has things that are not as they seem. 
Where newcomers would be oblivious to what had happened to cause the residents to dread sundown, but where 


they would wonder why the natives always said to never go out alone at night. 


Every fown has its stories that everyone knew but never told Disappearances, murders, unsolved 


mysteries..whatever it may be, it was kept hidden under lock and key. As soon as someone new came into the 
little city, the residents all had a silent rule fo never speak of what had happened in years past 


Every town has its deep dark secrets 
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"Hey, check this out" Kirk stated. Jason and Lars turned to him, watching the guitarist as he launched into a 
new solo of elaborate tapping patterns. The two gave him impressed looks before going back to what they had 
been doing before, which wasn't much. There was never really much to do when they all had to pile into the 


van and get to the next city. 


Since the road crew was taking the tour bus, along with the trailer with all their equipment, the Metallica guys 
were taking their van to get to their next location The two groups were planning to meet up at the hotel they 
would all be staying in for the night. It wasn't something they often did - it was usually at the beginnings of a 
four, when all the guys wanted to be alone with their thoughts and not surrounded by all those roadies. 


Jason stared out the window, watching the trees rush by in a blur of dark greens and browns. A slight feeling 
of uneasiness made its way into the pit of his stomach - he knew exactly where they were, and he didn't want 
to be here any longer than necessary. He just hoped his bandmates wouldn't find out what he had found out 
about this place.. 


He was snapped from his thoughts as the van stopped on the side of the road, and Lars and Kirk made their 
way to the front to look at whatever had caused them to stop. 


"Hey, look at this." James said from the driver's seat, pointing out the window at an old, run down building a 
couple hundred feet from the van From what the guys could see, it was once an event hall of some sort, 
standing proudly in the middle of nowhere. "Creepy as hell, huh?" 


Jason's eyes widened, all the color draining from his face. "Oh shit." he muttered. They had found out. The band 


members looked at him, confused. "Oh, fuck no." 


"What?" Kirk asked. Jason ignored him for the time being, turning back to James with fear written all over his 


face. 


"James, just get back on the road" Jason told him, his voice visibly shaking. James gave him a strange look 
What had gotten the bass player so terrified in such a short amount of time? "Seriously, that place is bad 


news. You don't wanna be near it." 


"What's so bad about some abandoned building?" James asked. Then, with a smirk, he added, "Is is haunted or 


something?" 


Jason sighed. "You guys have no idea where we are, do you?" he asked. The others shot him confused glances 
before shaking their heads. He gestured to the old building, seemingly not even wanting to look at it. "That's the 


Griffin Stevens venue." 
"Griffin Stevens venue?" Lars asked and Jason nodded. "So there's some kind of story To it?" 


‘Its not just a story." Jason began, beckoning his friends over with a wave of his hand. He led them to the 
back of the bus, where they all sat in the back lounge and waited for the bass player to explain exactly what 
the hell was going on. "Years ago, there was a band called The Griffin Stevens Band They were performing at 
that very venue one night. That same night, something happened. Nobody can really explain it.there was some 
kind of earthquake or something. All the equipment and scaffolding came crashing down on the group, killing 
them all" He paused for a moment, looking behind himself with hesitancy. "People that have explored it have 
never returned the same way. They say they've actually seen the band members inhabiting it or something 
like that, and.l'm telling you guys..there's something wrong with that place." 


The band members were silent as Jason concluded his tale, all attempting to gather their thoughts. Lars looked 
down at the floor, and Kirk stared out the window, looking back at the dilapidated building with both fear and 


intrigue swimming in his eyes. James just looked up at Jason with an interested look. 
"So its haunted?" James asked, and Jason sighed. 


"If ‘haunted’ is the word you wanna use, then yes." he told him. "And before you suggest we check it out or 
something, that's really not a good idea. Seriously, we shouldn't have even stopped here.” 


"Come on," Lars put in with a smirk. "You really believe all those stories?” 


Jason shot him a glare. "Do you really wanna risk it?" he questioned, his eyes narrowing. "I told you that all the 


people that have ever been in there have never come back the same way." 


"Did you talk to them yourself though?" Lars inquired. Jason gave him a dirty look but was forced to remain 
silent, his eyes diverting to the floor. He couldn't really answer that - he hadnt met anyone that had explored 
that building. All he knew were the stories. 


Noticing the bass player's silence, Lars continued. "Exactly." he remarked. "How do you know that this whole 
thing's not just some elaborate urban legend?" 


"What are you saying?" Jason asked with an exasperated sigh. 


"We check it out” James put in. Noticing the look of fear that crossed Jason's face, he put his hands up. 
"Come on, it can't be that bad. That building's probably been there for decades, and the people of this town 
decided to make up some story to scare the newcomers. There's no such thing as a ‘haunted building’ or 
anything like that" He stood up and lightly punched the bassist's arm, a smirk crossing his features. "Loosen 


up, man." 


"Wait, are you saying that we're going in there?" Kirk questioned, a bit nervous as well, though not as terrified 


as Jason 


"Seems like it” Lars told him with a shrug. Along with James, he was immensely curious about the decaying, 


decrepit building out there and the story behind it. 


"We really shouldn't be doing this... Jason spoke up as the group began to depart the van, Lars grabbing a 
couple flashlights before joining the others outside. They stood a couple hundred feet from the building, and 
now that they were outside, they could really see the sorry state of the venue. Paint was peeling from the 
walls, what hadn't collapsed in on itself was covered in graffiti, and from where the guys stood, they could 
clearly see that chunks of the walls had begun to pile up around the surface of the building. 


"IFs just an old creepy building." Kirk stated, though it sounded more like he was trying to reassure himself 


than Jason. 


As the group began to make their way towards the venue, Jason felt the dread from earlier pool in the pit of 
his stomach - he really did not want to be here. If he could, he would just stay in the van, but he couldn't do 
that to his bandmates. He had to be there for them if things took a turn. 


After what seemed like hours of walking, they finally reached the front door, which looked like it was ready to 
fall right off the hinges if the right amount of force was applied. James switched his flashlight on, revealing a 
message that had been spray painted above the doorway. 


"ABANDON ALL HOPE YE WHO ENTER HERE" 


"Wow, that's deep." James remarked. He turned to Jason with a smirk. "See what | meant by ‘trying to scare 


newcomers’? Someone from this town probably thought they were funny or some shit” 


"Besides, nobody uses the word 'ye' unless they're trying to be all spooky or something." Lars said, him and 
James laughing as they pushed the door open. 


The long, drawn out creak that the door made as it was opened would forever stay in Jason's mind. 


As soon as the band members stepped inside, that uneasy feeling in Jason's stomach turned to full on terror 
as he took in the sight of the crumbling room before him. It had been cleared out, of course, but it was 
obvious that it had been a venue at one point. From where he stood, he could make out the decayed, splintered 
remains of a stage, but that was about it. There were a couple long, dark hallways that he had absolutely no 


interest in even going near. 


The guys were jarred out of their senses of excitement and nervousness when a loud buzzing noise sounded 


from above, and they all averted their eyes upward. A moment later, the room was filled with the faint glow 


of the overhead lights, and Jason felt a shudder run down his spine. Those lights should not have been in 


working condition after this long. 


"Okay, we checked it out" Jason said hurriedly, a chill sweeping over the entire room. It seemed like he was the 
only one who felt it, as the others didn't appear to react. He didn't like the feeling he got from this place - it 


felt like he was treading somewhere he didn't belong. "We can leave now, right?" 

"Fuck, Jase, you really need to loosen up." James put in, giving the bassist a look. 

"Ah, he's just being a grumpy old man" Lars remarked with a grin, and Jason shot him a glare. 
"You guys have no idea what you're getting yourselves into." he muttered, and Lars rolled his eyes. 


"There's nothing to worry about!" the drummer insisted. "Here, I'll show you." He stepped away from the door 
and into the center of the room, spreading his arms out in a victory pose or something. The room remained 
silent. "See? Nothing happened" He laughed and shook his head, looking around the venue with amusement. "This 
place is nothing but an old, abandoned building.” 


The moment the words left his mouth, the front door that they had all come through slammed shut with 
great force, causing all of them to jump in surprise. It seemed like slamming the door that hard would cause it 


to fall apart. 
"What the fuck?" Kirk muttered. James rolled his eyes. 


"Alright, who did that?" he asked, shooting an accusatory glare at each of his bandmates and only receiving 
fearful shakes of heads in response. He narrowed his eyes. "Come on, doors don't close on their own like that 
unless its a horror movie!" He turned to Kirk and gave him a glare. "You're the only one over here besides 


me. 
"That wasn't me!" the guitarist told him, fear present in his big brown eyes. "Why would |---" 

His words stopped short as a faint noise began to resonate through the building, and all four band members 
turned to where they thought it was coming from - the stage. Even though there was nothing there that 
could possibly produce the sound they were hearing, they could all hear it, quiet but present. 

It sounded like. feedback from an amp. 

As they stared in the direction of the sound, it began to morph into something that somehow sounded familiar, 
yet foreign at the same time. It sounded like a reversed guitar, like in the intro of Blackened The song 


progressed, and Lars' eyes widened as the melody became clear to him. 


"That's." he whispered, his words breathless. "Fade To Black. backwards." 


"What the fuck." Kirk breathed. This was impossible - there was no way this could be happening right now, 
was there? There were no amplifiers in the building, the sound of one of their songs being played backwards 


shouldn't have been resonating throughout the decaying room. 


"Jason." James began, and the bassist turned to him, pure, unadulterated terror written all over his face. He 
couldn't even speak, he was so horrified. He had been right about this place. "You..you're fucking with us, 
right?" 


"No." he put in, his voice clearly shaking. How he wished he was just fucking with them. He had known there 
was something wrong with this place; he had tried to warn his bandmates, some of the most important people 
in his life, of the danger of this building, but they hadn't listened. He should have done more to stop them 
from getting themselves into this mess - he could have, but now it was too late. This place had sealed their 


fates. 


All of a sudden, the music stopped, as if the cord to the amp had been cut, and a very faint crashing sound 
was heard. The guys looked around, no signs of life or anything else anywhere in the building. 


Jason's eyes widened as the realization dawned on him. He understood why they had all just heard what the 
had heard. "Guys..that must have been what it sounded like when the..incident happened." he explained. 


"So why are we hearing it?" Kirk asked. Jason turned to him, trying to formulate a response, but his train of 
thought was abruptly derailed when a loud crash sounded from one of the many dark hallways. It was obvious 


that they were not alone. 
Someone..or something else was here with them. 


All four band members were instantly on edge again, turning towards the hallway at the edge of the room 
with dread. They all shared nervous looks, debating whether or not they wanted to check it out. With 
hesitation, Lars pointed to the flashlight James held, and the frontman held it up and stared at it for a long 
moment, seemingly having an internal battle with himself. Did he really want to see what was down that 


hallway? 


With a shaking hand, James raised the flashlight and pointed it towards the dark hallway, the rest of his 
bandmates moving closer together. It was like a car crash - none of them wanted to look, but at the same 
time, they knew that they had to. Steeling his nerves, he took a deep breath before he flicked the flashlight on 
and illuminated the dark hallway. 


Lars was the first one to speak. "What the fuck?" he muttered. As they had assumed, there was someone 
standing at the entrance to the hallway, clearly visible in the beam of light from the flashlight James held, but 
this wasn't just any person. Whoever it was was clad in a torn flannel shirt and equally distressed jeans - they 


had obviously been through a lot. 


That wasn't what captured the attention of the band members, however. 


It was the long, red curls cascading down this person's back. 


"What the fuck?!" James shouted. The rest of the guys remained silent, unable to formulate any kind of 
response to the situation at hand. Had they been being fucked with this whole time? "Is that fuckin’ Mustaine?!" 


The frontman turned to Jason with a look of death. "You've been fucking with us this whole time?!" he yelled. 
There was no reaction whatsoever from the bassist, he was just frozen staring straight ahead in utter shock 


and terror. 


"Did you guys plan this or something?!" Lars put in, still receiving no response from Jason It was as though 
time had stopped all around the bass player - he remained stationary where he stood, his jaw dropped and his 


eyes wide in horror. 


"Hey, Mustaine!" James called, storming over to the ex-guitarist, who had still not moved, just like Jason. He 
stomped right up to him, grabbing his shoulder to forcibly spin him around. "So you think you're fuckin’ funny- 
--0H SHIT! WHAT THE FUCK?!" 


That was the last thing Jason heard before the room was plunged into darkness, all the bulbs of the overhead 
lights shattering and raining down into the room. He froze in place, tightly shutting his eyes and trying not to 
listen to the terrified screams of his bandmates. Somehow he knew that if he tried to do anything, it would 


only be worse. 
y 


Even as he heard the unmistakable sound of thundering footfalls, followed by more horrified screams, he dared 


not move. Only when he felt two freezing cold hands land on his shoulders did he finally open his eyes. 

He immediately wished he hadn't. 

The thing staring at him had once been a humon like him. Its face was horribly disfigured, half of one side torn 
off and exposing the bloody muscle and bone. The eyes were gray and seemed to stare directly into him, the 


blood seeping down from its mangled face creating the appearance of bloody tears. Jason stood still, noticing 


that this had been the red-haired figure that James had mistaken for their ex-guitarist: 
This wasn't Dave Mustaine. This wasn't anyone that they knew. 
This had to be Griffin Stevens. 


"Return before the end." it whispered, the voice sounding like something straight from hell. Blood dripped onto 
the ground from its mouth, and the figure smiled. 


Jason had never run so fast in his life. He turned away as soon as the figure released him, sprinting towards 
the door as the screams of his bandmates slowly began to fade. Before he threw himself through the 
doorway, easily breaking through the decayed wood, he caught sight of one final message spray painted above 


the doorway. 
"YOU'LL NEVER FORGET HIS FACE" 


When he arrived at the hotel the band was supposed to be staying in for the night, he ignored all questions 
from his crew members and ran straight to the band's room, still terrified that something might have 
followed him. As soon as he reached the room, he flung himself inside, locking the door before he slid down the 
wall and buried his face in his hands. 


A few seconds passed before he let the tears stream down his face, hugging his knees to his chest and 
burying his face into his arms. His entire band was gore. All within the span of an hour, some of the most 
important people in his life had just disappeared. He had no idea if they had managed to escape..or if they would 


ever come back. 


For the next half hour or so, Jason performed his actions like a robot. Even after he had showered and 
changed, he could still feel the freezing hands of Griffin Stevens gripping his shoulders. And that voice. He could 
still hear that hoarse rasp in his ear, like it was right behind him. 


He didn't want to lose the hope that his bandmates had escaped and would return. He wasn't sure how they 
would get back, as, when he had escaped, he had taken the van, but he couldn't lose faith that they would 


return. 


He jumped about three feet when he heard a knock at the door, and hurried to answer it. Standing there, with 
their eyes wide like deer in the headlights, were Kirk and Lars. 


"Fuck" Jason muttered, leading them inside. Neither of them responded to him - it seemed like their faces 
were stuck in that expression of unrelenting fear. Even as Jason rambled on and on about how terrified he'd 
been, letting more tears streak down his face, neither of them uttered a single word. Kirk simply laid face 


down on the bed, while Lars curled up into a ball in the corner. 


Jason sighed and ran his hands through his hair. He'd have to give them time to recover. Hell, he'd have to 
give himself time to recover as well. They'd just been through hell - of course none of them would want to 


talk about what they had gone through not even an hour ago. 


He gave a quick glance over the room, his mind now registering the absence of one member. With a heavy 
sigh, he stepped out into the hallway, hoping that James would return soon. Just the fact that the frontman 
hadn't returned with Kirk and Lars had him beyond paranoid - he could only imagine what had happened to the 
three of them when the lights had gone out. 


A quick glance back into the room showed that everything was basically in the same position as it was - Lars 
was still sitting in the corner, now with his knees pulled up to his chest and his face buried in his arms, and 
Kirk had curled up into a fetal position on the bed. Shaking his head, he averted his gaze back to the hallway, 


his eyes widening as he caught sight of James slowly trudging in his direction 


Jason didn't wait - he ran to the singer and began rambling again, everything and anything that he could think 
to say flying from his mouth. James didn't acknowledge any of Jason's words, seemingly in another world, his 


blue eyes distant. 


"James?" Jason asked after what could have been minutes or hours. He set his hands on the frontman's 


shoulders, and the latter finally looked up, allowing the bassist to get a good look at him. 


His face was deathly pale, and his eyes no longer shone with that strong blue the band members had become 


accustomed to. His long blond hair hung around his gaunt face in messy tangles. 
He looked like death. 


His dull eyes finally met Jason's. "Hell is empty" was all he whispered before his eyes rolled back in his head 
and he collapsed to the floor. 


The band wasn't really the same after that night. They ended the tour early, blaming it on illness or 
something, and spent the next few months hardly leaving the Metallica house. All four of them stayed distant 
for quite a while, never exchanging more than a few sentences for at least three months. During the day, any 
little sound would make them jump, and they were constantly on edge around everything. When night fell, 
nightmares haunted all of them, all bearing a similar theme: the face of Griffin Stevens. 


Jason saw it every night. The moment he became too exhausted to stay awake any longer, he would hear that 
horrible voice in his ear, would feel those freezing, dead hands on his shoulders, would see that disfigured face 
right in front of his own. 


And every night it got just a little bit closer. 


- fin - 


